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THE O'SULLIVAN BEAR. 
The following affecting incidents relative to a member 
of the once powerful family alluded to in the story which 
we have given in our preceding pages, we copy from an 
interesting volume entitled " Sketches in Ireland," by 
C. 0. 

After the sack of his strong hold, O'Sullivan, with his 
wife, children, retainers, and cattle, took shelter in the 
woods of Glengariff Tyrrel and O'Connor Kerry held 
communication with him along the ridges of Slievelogher. 
Eugene M'Egan, the Apostolic Vicar, was in the centre of 
the M'Carthies of Carberry. But the Lord President was 
not to bj withstood; and his lieutenant, Sir Charles 
Wilmot, who was as good a guerilla as Tyrrell, and who 
knew the fastnesses of Slievelogher and Desmond as well 
as if he were the son of a Sullivan, surprised the O'Sulli- 
van< in GlengavifK The Prince of Bear and Bantry, 
amidst his own rocks, bogs, and woods, fought in the face 
of his wife, children, and people ; — the battle was for the 
defence of the'cattle, their only subsistence — their all. — 
Through the whole Munster war, never was- a field so 
desperately contested. From rock to rock, and ridge to 
ridge, the Irish suffered the assault of the English; and 
still the well armed and fearless assailants carried one 
position after another, until the O'SuIlivans gave way, and 
scattered over the hills like sheep, leaving their herds a 
prey to the spoiler. 

And now Tyrrell, finding the left of his position on 
Slievelogher turned by Wilmot — perceiving the game was 
up in .Munster, and hopeless of farther Spanisli aid, with 
the decision and despatch for which he was so notorious, 
retreated along the eastern parts of Kerry, through Lime- 
rick, Ormohd, .and Ely O'Carroll, until he reached in 
safety, with all his partisans, into, his own country. O'Sul- 
livan still clung with craving hope to his native rocks 
—'but winter coming on, famine stared him and all be- 
longing to him in the face— for Wilmot had wasted all 
Bear, Bantry, and the whole of Kerry — not a cow, gnr- 
rane, goat, or sheep did he leave from Slieumiss to Gtcn- 
flesk. O'Sullivan therefore consigning his wife and chil- 
dren to the care of his faithful gossip, Gorrane M'Swiney, 
determined to follow Tyrrell's example, and retreat to the 
confederates that still held out in Breffny and Ulster. He 
therefore set out in company with William Burke, O'Con- 
nor Kerry, and one hundred of faithful mid veteran Bon- 
naughts. 

Gorrane, whose whole soul was in his charge, returned 
with them to a boolie he had setup under the foot of'the 
Eagle's Precipice at Glengariff This boolie or Iv.it was so 
contrived that Wilmot and his Saxon devils, (as Gorrane 
called them) might scour themountain over and never see 
it, or suspect that there was in such a desert a human ha- 
bitation. It was erected against the face of a rocky ridge, 
the roof sloped down till it touched the moor, mid was 
covered with scraws or sods of heath, so that the place 
was undistinguishable from the shelving slope of the moun- 
tain, and the entrance being by a long, distant, and wind- 
ing passage in the rock, and charcoal b::rned on the 
hearth for fire— it was secure from suspicion. But how 
was the Princess of Bear and Bantry to be supported, not 
one cow was there to give milk, no corn, nor root, nor 
pulse. Gorrane had one salted Salmon wrapped up in a 
cow's hMe ; that was all his provision when they entered 
the boolie, and where tp go seek for food, Gorrane knew 
not under heaven, famine had spread over the southern 
land — as Spencer says, " the people . of Minister v. ere 
brought to such wretchedness that even a heart of stone 
would have rued to see the same ; for out of every corner 
of the woods unci glynnes they came creeping forth on 
their hands and knees, for their legs could not bear tbfm; 
they looked like anatomies of death, they spake like 
ghosts crying out of their g-nves, they did eat the dead 
carrion, happy were they when they could find them, yea 
and one another, sometime after, insomuch that the very 
carcasses they spared not to scrape out of their graves, 
and if they found a plot of wnlrr-cros!csorsh::n:rr;ek there 
they flocked as to a feast." 
In this extremity of desolation was t)\.; r.n'.itk-v.-;-st of 



- --sill his trii'st was that God was good, and the Vhgin 

Mother, his protectress, would not fail him in his hour of 
need ; mid as thus one morning he was ruminating, as he 
rambled under the precipice where year after year the 
eagles of the valley had nested and reared their young; 
and looking up, he saw one of these huge birds sailing on 
Eteady wing with a hare within its talons, and now it 
alighted on its rock-nest, and anon the young eagles were 
shrieking with triumph over the divided prey. "Arrah now 
is it not the greatest pity in life that these young hell birds 
that look for all the world like the childer of these cram- 
ming beef-eating devils, the Saxon churls— my heavy curse 
light upon them — that these greedy guts should be 
after swallowing the game that nobody has any right to, 
hut O'Sullivan : and my sweet mistress and little ones, all 
the while starving. Now,its I that have a thought in my head 
which no living soul but the Virgin herself could have put 
into it, and it's myself knows what I will do.'' So home 
Gorrane went, and all day long he was seen busy twisting 
firmly with all his might a rope, made from the fibres of 
the bog-fir, and towards evening he took out from his 
store, his salmon, and gave the greater part, of it to be 
broiled for supper, and long before the following day- 
break, Gorrane got up from his bed of heath, and ho 
awoke Phadrig his son, a boy about fourteen years 
old : " Phadrig avich, get up, come along with me." The 
hoy, light and active, was beside him in an instant, and 
out they both started — the father with his woodcu rope 
in his hand. Just as the' day was breaking, they came to 
the brink of the mountain ridge that ascends from the pre* 
cipitous valley, where the eagles .buildthcir nest; and 
just as they arrived at the verge of the chasm, they saw 
the old eagles soaring away to meet the sun and to seek 
for their prey over land and sea. " Phadrig a cushla, 
look down there," says the father, " look down below, 
and see that bird'snest, down there you must go by the help 
of this rope ; if youhave any regard for the life of the mother 
that bore you, and of the sweet mistress, for whom we 
are bound to live or spend our blood and die. You must 
go down by the help of the rope, and tie these straps that 
I '„ ill give you round the necks of yonder gaping greedy 
guts j don't chosik them for the life of you, but just tie 
their ugly necks so tight that not one morsel shall they 
swallow." "And no.v father sure its I myself that would 
desire no better sport than to get down and ring their 
necks oft; and bring them up to you ; but sure father the 
Lady O'Sullivan must be cruel hungry when she would 
eat eagles." " O that would not do at all, Phadrig jewel, 
that would be the spoiling without cure of the whole 
thing — no, my honey, handle them gently, treat the nasty 
things as if they wereyour<mother's daughters — only do 
Phadrig just as I bid yon.'' " Well, father, mind you hold 
tight and I will do your bidding." So Gorrane fastened 
well the rope about the boy's waist and between his legs, 
and down he lowered him, in the name -of God ; and all 
the saint;:. The youth soon gut to the nest— as he was 
bid, lightened well the necks of the young eaglets, so that 
they could not swallow; and then he was safely drawn 
up. For nn hour or two the father and son waited near 
the rjeit, and at length were gratified with seeing the old 
ones come soaring down the wind, one with a rabbit, ano- 
ther with a grouse in its talons, which they deposited in 
the nest and after a time flew away. 

" Now Phadrig avourneen, down with you again, and 
to be sure its I that will hold you tight— gut the game, 
thro'.v the garbage to the young ones, its right and natural 
they sh'tuiil have it, and bring up under your two arms 
O'Hnliivan'.; rijhtl'ul property." 

All this the boy did with address and expedition ; and 
in thi'i manner were the family in the boolie fed, until the 
English retrcali-d from the country, and the wife of O Sul- 
livan ar.il her faiihfiil followers could reach a place of' 
more plenty and security. 

Jn the uK-an while, O'Sullivan, William Bpurke, and 
O'Connor Kerry had set out on their perilous retreat : 
they took their wav through Murdering Glen, and around 
i!:« foot of :h '" ' 



Cork and Desmond, when Gorrane too 
to his boolie, and the poor fosterer Idsu-.y 



jine h: 
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clearagh mountains, and through the 
f.f :v!ii.,!;errv. That uncertain turncoat, Teige 
iy, sai'j v. i'.h iv: man, and truoto no party, attacked 
'the pui.-aue of the Leo, and they lost some of 
;t v:'ui, Jijhn Barry of Buttevant, who was nei- 
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ther fish nor -flesh, whose blood was bad because there 
was English in it, a false Irishman because a mixed mon- 
grel, he, instead of giving them welcome at Liscarroll, 
turned, churl as he was, the guns of his castle ou them : 
and moreover, he sent out all his men on garrans, to press 
and prey them on. 'Still onward they went leaving to the 
left the Ballyhoura mountains. They descended into the 
plains of Limerick. Here they found for a few davs food 
for themselves and pasture for their horses : and then 
northward they rode until passing under the Galtee chain, 
they reached the rich valley of the Suir. Here O Sullivan 
and O'Connor trusted that in this very fertile vale 
which the Catholic church had appropriated to herself, 
and amidst the opulent abbeys that raised their cloistered 
fronts along its beautiful stream, they would have been 
refreshed. Thus they stopped at Athassel, but the Saxon 
spoiler had driven the peaceful dwellers from this splendid 
monument of the piety of De Burgo, the red ear!— and 
they passed on to the Rock of Cashel. But here again 
was no rest for the hoofs of their horses, for the Lord 
President had advised by his scouts, the sheriiF of the 
Cross in the Palatinate of Tipperary, that traitors to the 
Queen's Highness were traversing his bailiwick, and the 
raising of the loyalty of the Palatinate was on horse to 
pursue the fugitives, who fled northward along the left 
skirts of the plain that lies between the Suir and the 
mountains of Clanwilliam. They saw, and only saw, the 
tower of Holycross at a distance, and receiving' as much 
refreshment as the poor monks of Monaincha could sup- 
ply, they turned to the left irtider Benduff, the black 
mountain out of which the Suir and Nore take their rise. 
Proceeding by the borders of Ormond and Ely O'Carroll, 
they reached the Shannon, where it spreads broad and 
beautiful under the old Bardie College of Tern glass: and 
here what was to be done? The whole English rising, 
headed by the sheriffs of the Cross and Liberty of Tip- 
perary, were behind, and within a few mile.; of them — 
before them the Shannon spreading like an inland sea ; 
and " shall," says Sullivan, " the Saxon churls after all 
our battles and all our escapes, shall they here tvke us 
like foxes they have driven into the bottom of a bag- 
shall our quarters dangle from these trees, a< ''piecemeal 
food for carrion crows,— No ; by the assistance o Saint 
Patrick and the Virgin, it shall hot be— coin- n=i Us turn 
our good nags into nevoges, and ride on them over the 
Shannon. Come boys, out with your skeins, let each man 
cut his good horse's throat, and 'score's the pity to do it, 
and we will make coraghs of their skins, and dress a stake 
to satisfy hunger even from their flesh." Accordingly they 
set to work — the horses were slaughtered in the wood of 
Dromina, that overhangs the ancient abbey of Terryglass, 
and the old fortress of the O'jjjiriffiris. They made basket 
boats, and covered them with their horse hides j and just 
as the posse comitates of Tipperary, with the sheriff's at 
their head, were riding, down the Ormond hills overhang- 
ing the Shannon, where they expected to find and over- 
whelm the runaways— O'Sullivan and his troop were 
afloat on the bosom of the Shannon, which, as in pity to 
their adventure, spread its waveless bOsOm to receive 
them, and across they wafted themselves in sight of their; 
surprised and disappointed enemies. And now having 
Sanded on that moorland district of Galway, which in 
those days was called Tough-Kilnalehem, they here rested 
as long as their horse-flesh lasted, arid then were forced 
to press onwards towards Clanrickard, where they were 
attacked by Sir T. Bourke and Captain Maltby, who at 
that time held this portion of Connaught for the Queen. 

The confederates retired to a rocky fastness, pro- 
tected in the rere by the precipitous ledge of a moun- 
tain range — before them, and in the only accessible point 
of attack, was a narrow defile, overhung with wood, and 
from behind a rock the confederates could see and defend 
all approach to their position. Maltby, in the mean time, 
who was a fine tall soldier, but a hot and impetuous cha- 
racter, rushed forward into the defile. "" O'Connor Kerry 
had known him in peaceable times, and at a banquet given 
by the Lord President of Munsterto the assembled nobility 
of Monster and Connaught, Connor had given to this' 
Maltby the right baud of fellowship. Ho therefore now 
cried out — ;■"■':.' ... ■'• . . ■■- 

"Maltby, my old friend, come not a foot farther, or 



you are a dead man. Captain, I have you covered with 
my good arquebuss which never missed its aim. I once 
gave you my hand in friendship— that hand would be re- 
luctantly raked to send you into eternity. Why pursue 
us?— Why seek our lives? Let us pass through your 
country in peace. Give us food and rest for a few days, 
and not a eo x or garrane of yours shall we touch. Come 
my ancient friend open the, way for us, let us pass into 
O'Rourke's country." 

'•What \" cried 'the fiery Maltby, "shall it ever be said 
that I parlied with traitors. No ! down rebel witn your 
arms, and submit to the Queen's clemency." - 

" Clemency !" cried Sullivan, ye spirits of my peo- 
ple, murdered in cold blood at Dunboy. bear witness to 
Saxon clemency. Fire, fire! in memory of Dunboy,— 
Hurra — G'Suliivan, :.boo— fire!"' 

The well directed volley was discharged, and Maltby 
struck by a bullet in the forehead fell dead ; and many of 
his men being killed or wounded, onwards rushed the 
confederates : they must fignt or die, ami plunging on 
like desperadoes, they overturned, conquered and dis- 
persed the . Connaughtmen, and effected tlfeir retreat un- 
molested into Ruurke's country. 



O'SULLIVAN BEAR. 

An unfortunate son of genius, the late Mr. Callanan, 
has given a translation of an Irish elegy on the death of 
Murtough Oge G'Suiiivan, from which we select the fol- 
lowing stanzas :— 

Tile sun on Ivera 

No longer shines brightly, 
The voice of her music 

Ko longer h sprightly; 
No more to her maidens 

The light dance is dear, 
Since the deuUi of our darling, 
O'SullivMiBear! 

Sc,ui!y, thou false one ' 

You basely betray el llim 
In bis strong hour of need— . 

When your riaht hand should aid him ; 
He fed you— he clad you— 

You had all could delight you ; 
You left him — you sold, him — 

May heaven requite you] 

Had he died calmly 

I would not deplore him ; 
Or had the wild strife 

Of the sea wave closed o'er him j 
But with ropes round his white limbs, 

Through ocean to trail him, 
Like a fish after slaughter, '■. 

'Tis therefore I wail him; 

In the pit which the vile hands 

Of soldiers had made thee, 
Unkonoared, unshrouded, 

-no headless they laid thee; 
No sigh to regret thee, 

No eye to rain o er thee, 
No dirge to lament thee, 

No friend to dsplore thee! 

Dear head of my darling ! 

How gory and pale 
These aged eyes see thee, 

High-spiked on their gaol j 
That "cheek in the summer's M ■ 

Ne'er shall grow warm ;'../" i: 
Nor that eye e'er catch %ht, 

Save the flash of the storm. 

A curse, blessed ocean J , 

Be on thy green water. 
Prom the haven of Cork' 

To Ivera of slaughter— • 
Since thy billows were dyed 

With "the red wounds of fe?r, 
Of MuiertachOge, 

Our O'Sulliyan Bear I E. "W 



